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metrical figure or letter or sketch.
Such a drawing was found the night
of the murder in the house where the
crime had taken place. By use of it
the. Governor and Burgess finally
pick the slayer,

“The Wrong Number" is an amus-
ing tale of how Burgess, in his wife's
interest, gets revenge upon a social
rival who has virtually kidnaped an
Italian Countess to her own Instead
of to Mrs. Burgess's home. The
process, on the occasion of the wvisit
of some European officials, is re-
versed with much more ignominious
results in this case. All six of the
stories are delightfully entertaining
and are representative of the higher
orders of the contemporary Ameri-
can short story.

AARON'S ROD. By D. H. Lawrence,
Thomaa Seltzer,

R. LAWRENCE is a compe-
tent craftsman; sometimes
even an artist, though, as in

this case, he is capable of being tire-
gome, prolix, even maundering in
his narrative. He has flashes of

the theme just stated—the irrecon-
cilable conflict of the sexes.

Mr. Lawrence tells us that “it Is
remarkable how many odd or ex-
traordinary people there are in Eng-
land. We hear continual complaints
of the stodgy dullness of the Eng-
lish, It would be quite as just to

always happy In his use of this more
or less familiar material. His drama
plays itsell out vigorously, without
any ranting. Its tense moments are
real in their emotion, and there are
pasages of almost lyric quality.
But its main value is its presenia-
tion of a distinctly Australian en-

complain of their freakish, unusual
characters. Only en masse the metal
is all Brittania,” It must be ad-
mitted that if we are to accept the
wandering creatures whom Aaron
meets as typical of anything but an
escaped band from a lunatic asylum,
the English are, indeed, an extraor-
dinary people. It is refreshing to
meet the one entirely sane character
who appears, for a brief moment, in
the story—a policeman who helps
the drunken Aaron upstairs to the
rooms of a secondary eccentricity
who is to act as host for him while
he has the flu. The policeman is a
solid, normal figure. But he stands
alone,

It is not that Mr. Lawrence's peo-
ple are wholly fantastic; there is a
certain reality about them, but in
most cases they appear to be suffer-
ing from arrested development. They
are never able to see anything be-
yond their own mysterious com-
plexes. It is, of course, an anclent
com 1 of knowledge that

genuine insight, though his p
phy as an entirety is shoddy; woven
of a cloth that won't wear. An in-
quiring finger easily pokes holes in
it, though looked at from a suffi-
clent distance, casually, it has a lus-
trous appearance. He is also un-
fortunate in the overloud noises
made by his clague—f{rom which he
must accept some responsibility,
since the most absurd portions of

the comment are repeated here from
an earlier use In pushing his pre-
vious books, To be told that ke is
“the greatest writer living" is merely
amusing, but it becomes uannoying
when we are warned that “for the
contemporaries of Lawrence to re-
main lgnorant of his writings Is like
having lived in the age of Shakes-
peare and having remained igno-
rant of his plays.” It recalls the
familiar  Caledonian  trumpeting,
“Whaur's your Wully Shakespeare
the noo?™ The objection is justified
because Mr. Lawrence is big enough
to stop sueh noises if he did not like
them.

This particular story—or disquisi-
tion, for it can hardly be called a
story—is advanced as a final analy-
sis of the “love life of modern men
and women." Its central idea is the
deep rooted antagonism of the sexes,
Like most of Mr. Lawrence's adven-
tures into psychology, the thesis is
based upon a partial truth, a frag-
mentary bit taken out of its setting,
out of iis place as a part of the
whole of life and treated-as if it
were the whole thing in itself. The
theme is pretty well stated in
Aaron's meditation after he has
abandoned his wife and three chil-
dren,

“He feit the curious and deadly
opposit{nn of his wife's will against
his own nature, the almost nauseat-
ing ache which it amounted to. . .
Her will, her will, her terrible lmnlam
ble, cunning will! What was there in
the female will so diabolical, he asked

each soul must stand nakedly alone,
isolated, perhaps even insulated, in
the cosmos, but it is also alone In a
crowd, and that fact cannot be over-
looked. Mr. Lawrence's people are
always trying to overlook that, are
naturally do not succeed, But Mr,
Lawrence does not, apparently, mean
to-present Aaron as a bit of tragic
futility, Rather he is a philosopher.
The net result is that he becomes
simply tiresome.
HENRY WALKER

THE ASHES OF ACHIEVEMENT.
By Frank A. Russell. Brentano's.

CERTAIN impishness on the
part of the fateful deities
that preside over litera-

ture often brings it about that a
“prize” novel is but a mediocre af-
fair. One learns to be coy in ac-
cepting a book that is so marked:
possibly because of a natural re-
sentment toward the magisterial at-
titude of the necessarily implicated
judges. But in this case, the judges,
whoever they were, cannot have gone
far astray in giving Mr. Russell's
novel a prize as the “best Australian
novel of the year,” for it is a very
good novel Indeed. Its audience
should be broader than its native
land, for there is nothing narrowly
provincial about it.

But, on the other hand, it Is em-
phatically, belligerently Australian—
or Antipodean. Its most marked
quality is its youthful confidence in
the supreme virtue of the new civ-
ilization, the new Inearnation of the
Briton in'an open country where he
has room enough to grow Into some-
thing bigger than ever. Probably
no one can so well understand it,
and sympathize, as the American
reader of the older generation, who
will recognize in It precisely the
mental attitude of his father's day.
It is exactly what the American of
our un-mongrelized era felt and be-
lieved, In his truculent assertion of

himself, that ticould press like a flat
sheet of jron against a man all the
time? The female will! He realized
now that he had a horror of it. It
was flat and inflexible as a sheet of
fron. But also it was cunning as a
snake that could sing treacherous
songs. Of two people at a deadlock,
he always reminded himself, there
is not one only whaolly at fault. Both
must be at fauit. . . Take Lottie,
He had loved her. He had never
loved any other woman. If he had
had his other affairs—it was out of
spite or deflance or curiosity, They
meant nothing. He and Lottie had
loved one another. And the love had
developed almost at once into a kind
of combat. . . . First and single he
felt, and bore himself as such, It
had taken him years to realize that
Lottie also felt herself first and sin-
gle . . . that she, as woman, was
the center of creation, the man was
but an adjunct.”

So he ran away to be a “center"
all by himself. He had been a “check
weighman" at a colliery, but he also
played the flute. He played well
enough to get a job in a London or-
chestra, even at the opera. He de-
velops from a homespun workman
into a philosophic philanderer, falls
in with a large menagerie of equally
eccentric folk and has a series of not
very remarkable erotic adventures
in London and in Italy, to no very
definite end. It is chiefly a device
for the eluboration of variations upon
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ind d toward the old coun-
try, ot superiority, in his scorn of a
title (the worshiping scorn of the
democrat who is happily conscious
that he comes of an aristocratic lHne)
and, with it all, his deep rooted con-
sciousness of the lasting walues of
the older civilization.

The contrast is partially emb~a-
ied in the story in the persons of
its two heroes: Philip, the son of an
exiled aristocrat, and Peter the
sturdy child of the people, born and
brought up as a being wholly of the
new land. Philip's father is unable
to realize that there “are no peasants
in Australia,” but Philip himself is
sent to Eton, and later on knocks
about the world a good deal, as actor
and dramatist. He becomes cosmo-
politan, but is still also Australian,
at bottom. There is a further con-
trast in their natures; Peter Is
hardy, unimaginative, solid, while
Philip is the temperamental artist
The development of each is skill
fully shown, throughout a very
neatly made plot, which, however, re-
mains conventional but not tire-
somely so,

FPhilip and Peter fall in love with
the same girl. Philip gets her, and
the adventures of all three lead
widely over the map, to New York,
to England, and into the war, cul-

minating in Philip's tragic death,
and, after a suitable interval, e~
ter's capture of the widow. The

story is much like others in its gen-

eral outline. But Mr. Russell is

visag of the probl of life, of
civilization in general, and its hope-
ful outlock toward the future. A
bit of dialogue from the final scene
will {llustrate. Peter says to Mar-
garet:

**‘Doesn’t it strike you that Aus-
tralia’s a nice little hole, taken all
around?

“She breathed deep of the spark-
ling, tangy alr. ‘Worth fighting
for, Peter” she asked.

“*Just about,’ he sald. "Il
do me, if some of these talky-
talky gentlemen of the socapbox
and the pulpit will stop poisoning
the atmosphere. It's taken a lot
of trouble to hold it; I reckon
we've got the right to run it now.
Anyhow, we're going to.' ™

But Margaret and Peter and the
rest of them are not narrow. In
fact they are more royalist than the
king himself. We are told that
“she who had wished to be an Aus-
tralian more than anything else dis-
cevered that it Is impossible to be a
good  Australian unless one has
learned first to be a good Briton.™”
There is nothing cheap or ranting
about that feeling. It will be un-
derstood by all, whether Australian,
Canadian or citizens of our own na-
tion, whose traditions run back
through the many centuries of the
growth of an Anglo-S8axon civiliza-
tion. As a fine artistic expression
of that feeling this story is highly
noteworthy.

HEPPLESTALL'S. By Harold Brig-
house. Robert M, McBride & Co,

R. BRIGHOUSE has a list of
M four novels and a dozen
playa to his credit, which
implies a definite place among Brit-
ish writers. His work should be bet-
ter known here as well, It has solid-
ity, breadth and depth of vision and
especially a sure sanity, an unhur-
ried, serene quality that Is a rarity
in modern fiction. His style is al-
wiays smooth, careful and not lack-
ing ocwasional brilliancy. His &ra-
matic power is very considerable,
and he has a complete mastery of
its technique.
his story is a little ponderous it is
never clumsy or dull His work is
somewhat lacking in lighter humor,
but it remain< genial and is without
any stiffness.

This is a monumental novel; in
fact, it is several novels rolled into
one. There is enough raw material
to make at least three separate
stories of ordinary volume, each
fairly complete in itself, with enough
left over to serve us beginnings for
half a dozen more. The book is
practioally a trilogy of =tories
worked together upon a continuing
central theme. The junclures are
smooth and the whole thing a sin-

gle harmony, though it is still sep-_i
arable Into component parts, like the |

four sections of Wagner's Ring
cycle. Thetotal is impressive. It
calls for much sustained power io
carry through such an undertaking
without any letup in the interest.
There is nothing scrappy in the ef-
fect of the whaole,

It is also out of the common rut
in that it is not at all a love story,
although, of course, it contains sev-
eral very well done love stories as
integral parts of the plot. It has
something of the character of an
historical novel, not merely in its
wide stretch of time covered but in
its excellient portrayal of a bygone
age, a picture drawn from an un-
usual angle. Finally, it touches
upon present day, after war prob-
lems and the England of to-day.

It is a family history, rather, two
family histories with their points of
contact, starting considerably over a
century ago and touching half a
dozen penerations of Hepplestalls
and Bradshaws down to their happy
merger in a sort of Romeo and Juliet
finale. It should be remarked that
Mr. Brighouse at several points in
his plot, or plots, boldly and frankly
makes use of very familiar situa-
tions, ancient devices of romance
and the drama, complications that
are even hackneved and would be
cheap in less competent hands; but
he always makes them thnmughl)
alive and lifts them above the com
monplace. There |8 the case of the
wronged woman abandoned and mal-
treated by her seducer, the illegiti-
mate son, who unwittingly becomes
the avenger of his mother's wrongs;
there ls the volgar young genius, a
girl picked out of the gutter {o be-
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PEACEMAKERS—
BLESSED AND OTHER-
WISE
By Ida M. Tarbell

Rtfl’t!hi{l‘*l? intimate snap-shots of
winter Washington, catching all
the little flurries of gossip that
centered around the pﬂc:mn;le:o

PEACE AND BREAD IN
TIME OF WAR
By Jane Addams

A brief, vital history of the war-
time efforts for peace made by
Miss Addams and the Women's
International League,—a plea for
“the humanitarianism that tran-
scends nationalism.”

= ow e THE BEST NEW FICTION= = un on v um

MARIA CHAPDELAINE
By Louis Hémon

“A prose symphony, vibrant and
harmonious; . . . a story of
crystalline charm, of rc!rcs!nng
grace—a narrative mth the swee
of a clean wind in it.”"—The Dial.
Now in s 7th Edition. 53,00

HUMBUG
By E. M. Delafield

The story of a sensitive suppressed
girl and her ultimate escape to free-
dom—a characterization stamped
with all Miss Delafield's fine
clarity. £1.00

LIFE AND DEATH OF
HARRIETT FREAN

By May Sinclair

“One of the most profoundly mev-
ing bocks which we know, done
with remarkable speed and pre-
cision, magnificent in that it never
fails to £Woo directly to the heart
of things.” ;!e; wood Broun. $1.25

NUMBER 87
By Harrington Hext

“*A mystery story that stands head
and shoulders above the average
nmcl of its type . with
imaginative range and philosophic
insight that lcns it distinction.”"—

". Evening Post. $1.50

THE COMBINED MAZE
By May Sinclair

One of May Sinclair’s earlier novels
—a powerful story with vivid char-
acterizations, now published uni-
form in binding with her other
great books, The Tree of Heaven,
Mery Olivier, Mr. Waddington o 06
Wyck, etc. 52

May.

64-66 Fifth Avenue
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$175 i

Modern psychiatry—a keen-witted,
man, a sprightly American girl—delightful companionship
through the historic villages of spring-time England—
and much brilliant discussion ranging over past and future
topics of world-wide significance.

MACMILLAN’S
SPRING BOOK LIST
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International
Relations

By JAMES VISCOUNT BRYCE

“A book of clarity, sanity and fairness,
of a very wise, very sensible statesman, taken just before he
passed from the scene which had absorbed his whole life—
a scene which no other modern eye has better grasped in
its entirety. He is not only a master of history, but saw
history and made it.”"—The New York Herald,

It is the

last view

HJO

THE DINGBAT OF

ARCADY

By Marguerite Wilkinson

“The story of the cruise
made row-boat down
river, followed by other

of a home-
an
cruises and

journeys as fascinating. This is
outdoor literature at its best”—

N. Y. Evening Post.

14,000 MILES TH

$1.75

ROUGH

THE AIR
By Sir Ross Smith
The thrilling log of a long trip by

“mplanc. lmglmg wi
sensations and exciteme
in the air.

THE VENEERINGS
By Sir Harry Johnston

A pay and breery im
on the lives of Dickens’

ith all the
nt of travel
Iil., $3.00

provisation

VENEER-

INGS, a storv animated with all

Sir Harry's verve and hu

mor. $2.00

CHILDREN OF THE

MARKET PL
By Edgar Lee M

“This story of Stephen
is a novel that i

ACE
asters
A. Douglas

is real art,

u wr].l as a chronicle that is tme
history.”—Chicago Evening Post.
$2.

THE PRISONERS OF
HARTLING

By J. D. Beresford

“Another novel of excellence, one

sure to get a select

place on the

shelf of select fiction of 1922.7—
ibume.

N.Y.Tn

$1.75

THE HOUSE OF RIMMON
By Mary 8. Watts
“Vivid, truthfyl, an excellent story,

an interesting criticism
tain aspects of the thea
theatre going public.
Times.

upon cer-

tre and the

N Y.
£2.00

THE SCARLET TANAGER
By J. Aubrey Tyson

The story of a m-cter-detective
wha puts an absolutely new wrinkle

into the solution of
mystety.

ONE

a baffling
5175

By Sarah Warder MacConnell

“A story worked out wi

th skill and

success—keenly observed and clev-

erly portraved

characters

and

phases of life."—N. ¥. Times. $1.75
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The Secret Places of the Heart

A New Novel by H. G. Wells

egotistic

To

English-

be publishel in

$1.75
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